12     orderly. But nobody is ever lost or. hurt, nothing is stolen,
no blows are exchanged. It is a kind of ferment which is
created by reason of the fact that for a Greek every event,
no matter how stale, is always unique. He is always doing
the same thing for the first time: he is curious, avidly
curious, and experimental. He experiments for the sake
of experimenting, not to establish a better or more effi-
cient way of doing things. He likes to do things with his
hands, with his whole body, with his soul, I might as well
say. Thus Homer lives on; Though Pve never read a
line of Homer I believe the Greek of to-day is essentially
unchanged. If anything he is more Greek than he ever
was. And here I must make a parenthesis to say a word
about my friend Mayo, the painter, whom.I knew in
Paris. Malliarakas was his real name and I think he came
originally from Crete. Anyway, pulling into Patras I got
to thinking about him violently. I remembered asking
him in Paris to tell me something about Greece and sud-
denly, as we were coming into the port of Patras, I under-
stood everything he had been trying to tell me that night
and I felt bad that he was not alongside me to share my
enjoyment, I remembered how he had said with quiet,
steady conviction, after describing the country for me as
best he could—"Miller, you will like Greece, I am sure of
it.w Somehow those words impressed me more than any-
thing he had said about Greece. You will like it. . . «'
that stud; in my crop. "By God, yes, I like it," I was say-
ing to myself over and over as I stood at the rail taking in
the movement and the hubbub. I leaned back and looked
up at the sky, I had never seen a sky like this before.' I*
was magnificent I felt completely detached from Eu-
rope, I had entered a new realm as a free man—every-
thing had conjoined to make the experience unique and
fratifying. Christ, I was happy. But for the fin* time in
my life I was happy with the full consciousness of being

